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He was my friend.   Bid now mine enemies in,
And I will sign what sort of shame they will,
And rid them hence.

Enter LINDSAY and the younger RUTHVEN.

'Tis five weeks gone, my lord,

[To LINDSAY.
Since last we looked on you ; for you, fair sir,

[To RUTHVEN.

A year I think and four good months are sped
Since at that father's back whose name you bear
I saw your face dashed red with blood.    My lords,
Ye come to treat with us ambassadors
Sent from our subjects ; and we cannot choose,
Being held of them in bonds from whom ye come,
But give you leave to speak.

Lindsay*                              Thus, briefly, madam.

If you will live to die no death by doom,
This threefold bond of contract that we bring
Requires your hand; wherein of your free will
First must you yield the crown of Scotland up
To your child's hand; then by this second deed
The place and name of regent through this realm
To the earl of Murray shall you here assign,
Or, if he list not take this coil in hand,
Then to the council; last, this deed empowers
The lords of Mar and Morton with .myself
To set the crown upon the young king's head.
These shall you sign.

Queen.                      These I shall sign, or die.
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